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Little Sister 


Author's Notes: 
Time the new boys got broken inl 


Something was tapping in the middle of the night. Not only had it woken Dean up, jolted him from a perfectly 
peaceful sleep, but it now had the audacity to keep him awake. 


He groaned, rolling onto his back and wincing as a mattress spring dug into his hip. The bed, like the ranch 
around him, was old. Arthritic. Sure, it was a great example of living history, but DC and Josh could at least 
make it a little more..comfortable. With all of the state-of-the-art equipment in the adjoining studio, they 
might have had the forethought to pony up enough cash for a few new beds. 


Adding a second groan to the echoing creaks and hisses of de la Luna, Dean rubbed at his eyes and tried to 
ignore the tapping. It was now speeding up, and as it grew increasingly frantic Dean found himself trying to 


imagine what could be making the irritating sound. A leaking water pipe, perhaps. Some hybrid nocturnal desert- 


owl, sitting outside the ranch and trying to hammering into the skull of an unfortunate baby hare. 


He shuddered. Thoughts like that were nothing more than the result of weeks spent in the company of Joshua 


Homme. 


Of course, if Dean had had his way from the start, he wouldn't be sleeping in the one single bedroom of 
Rancho de la Luna. There had been plenty of time to find a small apartment, or even a nice hotel room, 
somewhere in surrounding Joshua Tree before the recording process had begun. But, no. Josh, being Josh, had 
announced that now was the time to record and so they had all been rushed unceremoniously into the studio 


with barely a day's notice. 


And so Dean was condemned to the insomnia that came with sleeping in a part of California history. And still 


the tapping continued. 


Finally fed up with his tap-tap-tapping predicament, Dean decided that it would be better to listen to the howl 
of the wind than the incessant pattering of some mysterious source and so, naked but for a sheet, he climbed 


from the hip-poking bed and ambled through the dark, towards the window. As soon as he threw the latch and 


heaved it open, the tapper made himself known. 


"Sbout time you opened that fucking thing." Josh drawled, tumbling head-first into the tiny, cluttered 
bedroom. Dean, shocked beyond reaction stood stock-still, emulating a marble statue in his sheet-toga and 
moolight wash. 


"What the hell are you wearing?" Josh continued to mutter, never having considered answer or acknowledgment 
from a second party to be a vital part of conversation. Dean looked down at the sheet that twisted and 
knotted across his pale, bony body. He blushed Josh laughed. 


"I've been banging on your window for ages.were you asleep?" he looked up as he sat on the edge of Dean's 
bed, pulling off a boot and groaning as he rubbed the sole of his foot. It was at that point that Dean realized 


Josh was not only shirtless, but his other boot was nowhere to be seen. 
His puzzled expression and lack of response seemed to clue Josh in to his thoughts, and he replied with a laugh. 


"| was drinking. With Joey. In the desert. He needed a break from Troy, so we drove out a few miles, and. don't 


really remember the rest. | think he's sleeping in the truck, and | was hungry, so.here | am." 


Dean's first response of the evening came in the form of a startled snort, and an arched eyebrow. He was 
quite sure Josh's night out was more likely to consist of a mouthful of tequila, a handful of pills, and a lap-ful 
of pretty young somethings, but who was he to judge? His time with the Queens of the Stone Age was merely 


just another adventure for Dean, and his previous dalliances had certainly had their wild moments. 


"So why are you banging on my window?" he asked, his voice finally returning. Josh shrugged, moving to rub 


his other foot and stretch his back. The crack of realigning vertebra made Dean's jaw ache. 


"| don't have my keys, and Mikey's asleep on the couch. | think. | looked through the porch door, and | think 
that was his hair..and besides, you're more likely to open your window to a stranger in the night, aren't you 


Dean?" 


Dean flushed again, but his reaction this time was one of the shameful truth. This wasn't the first time Josh 
had climbed through his window. 


"And | suppose you thought you could end your night with a bang, did you?" his eyebrow raised pointedly at 
Josh, and this time the blush was on the red-head's cheeks. 


"Well.] thought it was worth a shot," he muttered, rubbing the back of his head with one broad hand. "You've 


never said no to me yet... 


Rolling his eyes, Dean moved to the bed and sat beside Josh, his skinny wrist brushing ever-so-nonchalantly 
against the denim fold of his jeans. 


"There's one of your shirts in the closet. Put it on, and we'll talk" he answered, pulling his arm back until wrist 
became palm, and fingers curled against an already happily expectant ridge inside of Josh's pants. Dean looked 


up, and laughed at the hesitant confusion on Josh's face. 


"Well what's the fucking fun," he explained, nails scraping over derim, "in undressing you if you're already 


halfway there? Jesus..' 
Josh snorted his understanding, amused, and stood towards the closet. A quick rifle through proved that his 
shirt, plus several others, were indeed present.but there was more to the closet than simple plaid shirts and 


the occasional wifebeater. 


"What the fuck is this?" he laughed, pulling something small and delicate from the bottom of the storage 
closet. Dean, after a few moments of squinting in the dark, flipped on the light and gaped in disgust. 


"That is not mine!" he yelped, folding his arms over his bony little sunken chest, glaring at the skirt. "I've only 


been in here a few weeks.and all of my clothes are in the suitcasel" 

Laughing softly, low and quiet in the middle of the night, Josh crossed the room and held the tiny, pink and 
black plaid miniskirt by thumb and forefinger, dangling it in front of Dean with a twisted look of delight on his 
face. 

"Hd fit you." 


"NO: 


Dean pulled his arms tighter against his torso, scowling at Josh with eyebrows furrowed. Josh knew exactly 


where the skirt had come from, several years earlier when the girls of The Donnas had spent some time at 
the Ranch. Four gorgeous girls who partied hard, long, and in all the right way were never an unwelcome 


addition to the Queens family. 


"Come on." he cooed, hooking one long, calloused finger in the sheets that covered Dean's body, pulling them 
down just enough to make him blush again. He knew, of course, that Dean delighted in the game and had 
probably been a part of far more indecent scenes, but his his shiny new keyboardist was a very convincing 


actor indeed. 


"I'm not wearing that," Dean scowled again, creasing the corners of his almond eyes, lifting a bare foot to 
shove at Josh's chest. Josh seized the opportunity, as well as Dean's ankle, and flipped him easily onto his 
stomach. He tore the sheet away, tangling it around Dean's skinny legs, before laying over his back and 


whispering against his ear. 
"Wear it! 
Dean bucked, kicked and hissed, but the futility of any escape attempt was painfully obvious. 


"Make it worth my while," he replied in a somewhat squished hiss. Josh laughed and backed away, tossing the 
skirt at dean and returning to the closet. 


"There's more in here.." He picked through the pile of clothes at the back, pulling out a pair of white, 
ridiculously frilly panties and nearly whooping in delight. Those too were thrown in Dean's direction, and those 


too received a reaction of outrage. 


One pair of thigh-high stockings and one pink ribbon later, Josh stood and turned back to the bed. Never 
before in his life had his knees gone so suddenly weak. 


Dean knelt on the bed before him, legs spread just enough for the skirt to fan out across his hips. It sat low- 
slung, accentuating the sweep of his torso and giving him even more of a feminine edge. The stockings bit into 
his thighs, white lace on white skin, with just enough tears and runs to add to the sheer sleaze that filled the 
room. The pink ribbon, knotted into a bow, pulled his black hair from his face. 


Dean winked, pushing his lips forward into a tiny pout, and the next thing he knew his back had hit the wall. 


Josh leaned over him, knees digging into the lumpy mattress either side of Deans shaking legs. Huge hands 
nearly absorbed tiny wrists, pushing them into the cracked plaster as if Josh was trying to force Dean into 
the wall. He winced in pain, suddenly breathless and trying not to focus on the ache of his swollen prick, 
trapped inside frilly mesh panties. 


"Fuck." Josh hissed, and Dean smiled to himself. although entirely unexpected, this night was turning into 
something he'd been craving for several days. Every discreet pout, every time he'd dropped a pick in front of 
Josh and bent to retrieve it, every lick of his long, thin fingers at dinner..it was all paying off now. 


"You look like a fucking angel.” Josh growled, sliding his hands over Dean's chest, as if to lift a n imaginary thin, 
cotton short over breasts that weren't there. Dean pushed his litle chest up, gasping and licking his lips in 
every attempt to drive Josh crazy. 


"No angel I'd ever want to meet," he replied, but any further retort was knocked from his mouth by the back 
of Josh's hand. His teeth washed with coppery blood, and Josh groaned. 


| wanted to see your lips red." he growled by way of explanation, and it was more than good enough for Dean. 
He twisted free from what remained of Josh's grip, slamming forward and catching him just off-guard enough 
to knock him flat on his back. Climbing astride his wide hips, Dean leaned forward and slid his wet lips over 
Josh, whimpering a little with he pain from Josh's blow. 


"You don't look too bad in red yourself, D- " he stopped, hesitating for a moment and gently licking the blood 


from Josh's mouth. Josh's eyes, wide and intensely blue, egged him on, and Dean smirked. 
"Daddy." 


The reaction was instant, Josh's right hand coming out of the dim light like a bat, swooping onto the back of 
Dean's neck and nearly scruffing him. Like a naughty puppy he was roughly shaken, thrown onto his back and 
immediately set upon, Josh growling like a starved beast. Which, Dean remarked quietly to himself, he 


practically was. 


"Bad girl, calling me that." Josh purred, his voice dripping with sleaze and filth like fat dropping from a thick, 
bloody steak. Dean yelped as his prick throbbed hard, lifting his hips with an impatient whine. 


"What's so bad about it?" he protested, pouting just enough to make Josh snort. 


"Because I'm not your daddy, sweetheart," Josh slid his hands under Dean's ass, lifting him close and licking at 
his jaw. 


"But | can fuck you just like him." 


Dean yelped as he was flipped, his face hitting the pillows with a muffled thud. He felt Josh's thick fingers 
twist in his hair, hauling him back onto his knees in one fluid gesture, bracing his own hands on the headboard 
in anticipation of the first blow. 


Josh didn't disappoint, his palm cracking hard against the side of Dean's thigh. He yelped, squealing as he bucked 


forward. Another blow followed suit, striking in the same place without pause, delivering more sting than thud. 


"Not so hard!" Dean hissed, turning just enough to glare at Josh. The light was still too dim to see the look on 
his face, and Dean silently thanked the moon for hiding in the clouds. Judging from the low growl, and the 
sharp slap to his cheek, the look in Josh's eyes may have been too much to handle. 


"If you want something to complain about, baby." Josh replied, his voice low and oily-smooth. He lifted the 
skirt, flipping it up and hooking his fingers in the elastic of the ruffled panties, yanking them down and man- 
handling Dean until he wrestled them free. Then, prying Dean's smart little mouth open with three fingers, he 
shoved them between his lips and pushed Dean's face back into the pillows. 


"Smartass," he smirked, resuming the heavy thud of his palm against Dean's now bare ass. 


Dean however, as Josh continued his assault, congratulated himself on excellent self-control as he pulled back 
from coming right then and there, moaning and sobbing into the pillows, his cries muffled by a mouthful of 
lace. As he tried to reach up, intent on relieving himself of his mouthful, Josh slapped his hands away. 


"You just don't know when to fucking give up, do you?" he laughed, snorting and shaking his head. With a deft 
quickness that suggested he'd done this before, Josh pulled the pretty pink ribbon from Dean's hair and wound 
it around his wrists. The knot held, the satin bit into his skin, and Dean sobbed his resignation 


"Good. Maybe now we can get down to business." Josh purred as he ran his hands over Dean's bare ass. The 
moonlight streamed into the room, broken into quarters by the crossbar of the window, highlighting every 
bruise and curve of Dean's pale skin. 


Josh pushed his thumb against a yellowing bruise, twisting his wrist down until Dean whimpered. 


"| thought that one would have healed by now," he said with a grin, pulling Dean's knees out from under his 
chest. The skinny boy fell forward onto the mattress with a muffled oomph. "I told you you'd get bruised if | 
fucked you in the truck" 


Dean sniggered quietly against the pillows, grinning despite the feeling of the gritty lace between his teeth. His 
hips rolled gently down onto the bed, intent on showing Josh that if he wasn't going to hurry up and have his 
way with him, Dean would find his own way of getting off. He certainly wasn't above shamelessly rubbing 
himself to completion against one of DC's well traveled quilts. 


"For god's sake.” Josh's scorn at Dean's display came in the form of two fingers, hardly wet at all, pushing into 
Dean as another huge, calloused hand forced his legs apart. Dean squealed, bucking helplessly and mewling into 
his saliva-soaked gag. Josh's free hand found the back of his head and pushed his face down, almost 
suffocating him against the damp, sodden pillow. 


He pushed back without hesitation, banishing the ache and welcoming the burn, trying to take more of Josh, 
whatever he saw fit to give. Another finger joined the original two, digging out a place for itself, and Dean 
moaned with the relentless stretch. Josh laughed. 


"Jesus fucking.it's never enough for you, is it?" 


Dean's reply came in the form of his hands slapping agianst the headboard, shaking it hard until the frame 


creaked. Josh only laughed harder, throaty and mocking, his hand pressing into the small of Dean's arched back 


"One day, baby," he whispered, unzipping his jeans and pulling out his own prick. It ached in his hand, hard and 


heavy with expectation, ‘I'll give you more than you can handle, and itll ruin your life." 


The threat - or promise, Dean could never quite tell - was more than enough to end the teasing on both 
parts, and as Dean pushed back with a final burst of desperation, Josh's fingers slipped free and his cock 
slammed in Hard. 


Dean barely heard himself yelp, sure that he squealed like a kicked dog, half expecting the coyotes of the 
surrounding desert to answer his cry with one of their own. Even through the makeshift gag he was positive 


Mikey would have more than a few stern words in the morning. 


Josh simply snarled, his fingers once against tangling home in Dean's hair and yanking his head back, arching his 
spine like a bowstring against the quilted covers. He moaned as Dean sobbed, taking great pleasure in every 
depraved detail of the scene before him. Dean, choking on spit and humiliation with a pretty ribbon keeping him 
silent, the faded plaid of his little pink skirt rubbing against the rough denim of Josh's jeans. A small voice in 
the back of Josh's mind couldn't help but suggest that this, truly, was what this business was all about. 
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"I'm not going to be able to walk tomorrow." Dean muttered, rubbing at the edge of his jaw, stretching the 
aching muscles and trying to rid himself of the feeling of lace against the inside of his cheek. 


"Troy's going to complain if he has to do all of the keys." 


"Troy will find something to complain about, regardless," Josh offered by way of apology, stroking Dean's hair 
back from his face. "That's why | need to occasionally take Joey into the desert, and get him good and liquored 


up. It's a coping mechanism." 


Dean laughed softly, swatting at Josh's hand from where he was perched atop Josh's chest. At some point 
during the post-coital fumblings, Josh had lost his pants and Dean's skirt and stockings had been torn away. 
Now the both of them lay on the tiny twin bed, wrapped in sheets that DC had brought back from god- 


knows-where. 


Tucking his head beneath Josh's jaw, Dean closed his eyes and tangled his fingers in red, red hair. Perhaps the 
creaking, groaning and tapping of the old studio wasn't so bad, as long as he was a part of it. 
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